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An Excellent New Song O00 The re nn —— 


BATTLE or CULLODEN.. 


Compoled by IoHN TEACL E, Serjeant in Wolfe's Regiment. 
Eaven bleſs great George, long may he . Three nights clos'd not his eyes 
The guardian of this iſle, (be He ſtood and gaz'd ; our Britiſh men 


By him alone can liberty 
and peace with plenty ſmile. 
To interrupt the Halcyon days 
Of his auſpicious reign, 
A tool, the whims of France to pleaſe, 
Set forward—but in vain, 


Then learn poor fool how dull thy chance: 


"Twill ne'er be Britain's doom 
to ſeek her liberty from France, 
her property from Rome. 
Of prudence Charles had bigh renown, 
Let's give the de'il his right; 
For in his life he never was known 
too forward in the fight. 
then why do whips his birth diſgrace 
and call him ſpurious loon ? 
Such prudence always had his race; 
and he's his father's fon 
tho modeſty doth bid me huſh, 
the muſe {till bids me on, 
to ſiog his feats with M'Intoſh 
and Jenny Cameron, 
- His many other gallantries, 
the Jade would have me tell. 
Let this for all the reſt ſuffice; 
He lov'd a Turkey well. 


Duke William ſtraightwayheard the bruit, 


That Charles at Preſton Pans 
Had routed both horſe and foot, 
with all his Highland clans, 
that Edinborough was betray'd, 
Carliſle was alſo ta'en ; 
And that the troops with Marſhal Wade 
Pu ſu'd them; but in vain. 
To George he bends his royal knee 
And begg'd it as a boon, 
That he might chaſe to Italy 
This vile rebeltious loan, | 
Too mean the talk but yet to pleaſe 
And find him exerciſe, 
He bid bim give his England eaſe, 
And this vile rout chaſtiſe. 
Swift as an arrow from a bow 
-  Doth Cumberland obey, 
And ſoon he gave his fire to know, 
He Findhorn pafs'd and Spey, 
The rebel power aſſembled were, 
Culloden was the place. 
Then by his ſword the duke did ſwear, 
He'd ſup at Inverneſs, 
Ten thouſand men in fierce atray, 
All men of mickle might, : 
| Swore they wou'd not ſurvive that day, 
Or conquer him in fight. 
Upon their brawny kilted thighs, 
Ferarra hung aflant, 
Reſembling in its form and ſize, 
That famous one of Gaunt, 
An huge poleaxe each Juſty chicld 
Upon bis ſhoulder bore, 
The other had a pond'rous ſhield ; 
His durk hang down before. 
Lochiel theſe ſoldiers had well train'd. 
That Cacus—at his word, 
A Lowland heifer each ſuſtain'd, 
As tribute to their lord, 
The battle joins, the cannons roar, 
The like was never ſeen, 
Here rivers run of Highland gore, 
There mountains riſe of {lain, 
The ſun who loves a battle well, 
Peep'd forth now from the ſkies, 
Lie once before three days ſtood * 


Detain'd him but an hour, 
For in that time he ſaw more lain 
Than in three days before, 
This ſlaughrer quickly was efpy'd 
KI By fierce M'Donald's clan, 
evenge, revenge they-quickly crie 
And Keppoch led the 2 b | * 
Loo near a valiant youth doth ſtand, 
Who royal colours bore, 
His arm he lops, the conſcious hand 
Still graſp'd it as before, 
His fate, their danger Rich eſpied, 
And to their ſuccour flew, 
He Keppoch and five other fell'd, 
Five more lord Robert flew, 
Brave youth but their untimely end 


The muſe muſt weep to tell, 
O erxpower'd you fighting by your friend, 


And for your country fell. 
No pain thy ſorrows Rich can rate, 
Behold tranfix'd he ſtands, 
Unable to revenge his fate, 
For he had loſt his hands, 


Such heads ſo bold and fierce a ſhock * 


No power could well ſultain. 
So torrents from the Mountain top 
Oferflew the nether plain, 


They boundleſs rape chro' vallies- wide, 


Untill ſome friendly hill 
Repels and makes them to ſubſide 
And yield againſt their will. 
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Thus Wolfe's march'd up to Barrel's aid, 


A former debt to pay, 


A grenadier ſtept forth and ſaid, 


* We now our parts will play, 

„On Falkirk night you gallantly, 
Our glory did maintain, 

In honovr, royal brothers, we 

Will be ſo too in fame, 

90 Leda's ſons as poets ſay, 
Diſpens'd eternal light, 

The one he always rul'd by day, 
The other in the night. 

Their triggers briſkly then they drew 
Againſt the rebel line, 

So well they aim'd that then they flew 
Four hundred thirty nine. | 

With ſixty gallant chieſs and peers 
Who foremoſt did aflail 

But now their fate in-briniſh tears 
Lochaber widows wail. 


Of all the Cam'rons helliſh brood. 


But very few remain'd, 

The bayonets in ther heart's blood, 
Up to their hilts were ſtain'd, 

The royal chief each breaft inſpires 
Our Britiſh armies ſoul, 

His conduct points, his courage fires, 
And actuates the whole, 

That face of his ſo ſorm'd to pleaſe, 
Did ia the fight appear, 

As calm as ſummer evening ſeas, 
It never yet knew fear. 


The generals with each other vied 


Who ſhould that day excell. 
Impoſſible tis to decide, 

Zach play'd his part ſo wells 
Thus ſtars diſpel} the face of night, 


- The work by all is done, 
Each orb doth lend its fricadly lizht, 


But borrows from the ſun. 
FINIS. 
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